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Hotel Walls 


Author's Notes: 
don't own, never happened. but wouldn't it be fantastic if it did? 


"Bretlll" 


| turned over and pulled the sheets around my shoulders tightly. The thumping was getting louder and the 
walls were obscenely thin. | could hear every bump, every slap, every moan and every whimper. And the 


screams. C.C. was a screamer. 


| could hear Bret moaning as the springs squeaked loudly. C.C. was making these loud, keening, high-pitched, 
whimpery sounds. And the language between the two of them! | mean, Jesus Christ. Talk about talk dirty to 


me. The cursing and the ‘harder, faster, more more more’ was driving me nuts. 


| shuffled away from the wall. | could even feel the scraping of their bed on the other side if | got too close. | 
know for a fact that their room had two beds in it, one on either side of the room. | know because it's just 


like the room I'm sharing with Bobby right now. See, our manager doesn't like to book us the best rooms 


because, the way he figures, we're gonna wreck ‘em anyways. But back to the point | was trying to make. They 
could've easily used the other bed. | don't know why they'd get as close to our room as possible. 


The scraping was getting louder and faster. Really loud and fast. In fact, it was an entirely different rhythm 
than just a little while ago. And it was inconsistent with just plain fucking. You'll have to excuse me, but I'm a 
drummer, so | tend to pick up on these things. | was really starting to wonder what kind of activities they 


were participating in, exactly. 
My mind was going nuts with possibilities. And it chose to stop on one of my favorite memories. | grinned. 


It was a couple of months ago, after a gig at some club. | was getting something from the bus or something 
like that. It's not important, really. All that matters is that | had gone into the bus and was just about to walk 
into the kitchen-type area when | saw them. 


Bret and C.C.. So | kinda jumped behind the partition between the stairs to the door and the rest of the bus. | 
knew they couldn't see me, but | could see them. C.C. was spread out on the couch writhing around like a wild 
thing and Bret was lying between his legs with his face buried between CC's thighs. C.C. was going nuts for it, 
too. He was arching and yelling and thrashing and twisting and Bret was barely able to hang on. He kept pushing 
CC's hips into the couch to hold him still. | remember thinking ‘Whoah. That must be one hell of a blow job! 


Then Bret tilted his head and shifted a little bit and | could see that that wasn't where his mouth was. | kinda 
did a double take, ya know? It was wild. I'd never seen anything like it before. | mean, its not like | didn't know 

about it, but its not really anything l'd ever given any thought to before. | thought | was gonna pass out. The 
way Bret's head was moving, it almost looked like it hurt. But C.C. was loving it. He was begging for more. And 
he was moving so much I'm surprised he didn't break Bret's nose or something. Bret sat up a little and my 


heart coulda beat right through my chest when he started talking. 


"| dunno, babe. You think | got ya wet enough?" | couldn't see his face, but | just knew it was plastered with a 


smug smirk. 


"Yes! Please, baby, please! | need it! | need youl" C.C. was panting, almost sobbing. Poor little thing. | was really 
rooting for him. | don't know what exactly | was rooting for, but | hoped C.C. would get it. 


‘Mmmmm, maybe | should get you just a little bit wetter. Or stretched a little, huh? You know you're always 
so tight," Bret said, and bent down a little to lick the inside of CC's thigh. Poor CC. IF | was shivering and hard 
because of it, | could only imagine what he was feeling. 


"Bret! Please!" Now he was sobbing. | really wanted to go over there and punch Bret. And maybe finish the job. 


"Okay, honey, okay. Calm down, babe," Bret kinda half-chuckled. And before either | or CC. could figure out what 


was going on, he was inside of CC. 


CC. shrieked and arched wildly. It was fast-paced. And hard. It seemed to me that Bret might actually hurt CC, 


but once again, he was loving it. | had to get out of there before | shot my load into my pants. | couldn't very 
well go back to the after party with spunk seeping through my jeans. My way-too-tight-at-the-moment jeans. 
And there was no way | could stroll on into the bus and grab some new pants. So | got out of there as quickly 


and quietly as | could. 


| crossed the parking lot fast and took a peek into the back-stage area where everyone was hanging out and 
drinking and talking loudly. | looked around quickly until | found my target standing quietly in the corner. What 
luck that Bobby was so close to the door. No one would be able to see the huge..problem..| was having. 


| darted in and grabbed him by the arm, pulling him out so fast that I'm sure no one saw us. | dragged him 
down the hall to the room where the equipment was. It had to be empty. It just HAD to be. 


"Rikki! What are you doing?" Bobby giggled. | ran us into the door, opening it and throwing him inside. | 
practically tackled him after | slammed the door shut. Hell, for all | knew there were roadies in here, but | just 
couldn't care at that moment. | stripped him out of his spandex and his boots, not even bothering to take off 
his vest. | didn't even prep the poor thing. | just fucked him. 


Really hard. | fucked him so hard that he bled a little, if | remember right. But he didn't complain and he didn't 
stop me, just wailed like a banshee the entire time. He couldn't sit down for a week afterwards, but he had 


that deliriously happy look glued to his face for days. 
THUNK 


Back to reality, Rik. Except now | was hard again. | turned onto my side and looked at my adorable Bobby. He 
was all tangled up in the sheets and he was drooling a little. His hair was a mess and he was clutching the 
pillow against his chest for dear life, the other one shoved under his hips, pushing his ass up invitingly. It's not 
that | wouldn't love to share a bed with him, and hold my baby all night long, it's just that he's a total danger 
to sleep with. I've tried, and | always wake up with at least one huge bump or bruise somewhere. And when | 


say wake up, | mean if | should ever happen to be so lucky as to get any sleep. 


My eyes wandered down the curve of his back and landed on his cute little backside. A particularly loud yelp 
from CC. broke my stare. | was getting really, painfully hard. | would love to just go over there and climb on 
top of him and fuck him, but | don't think he'd appreciate it very much. | thought briefly about the memory | 
had just been fantasizing over, about what Bret had been doing to C.C. Well, if | wasn't gonna just climb on top 


of him and fuck him, there were always other options. 


| grinned. | knew without seeing myself what a shit eating grin it must have been | slipped out of my bed and 
snuck across the short distance to Bobby's. | sat down carefully near the foot of it. | grabbed the ends of the 
twisted sheets and pushed them slowly up Bobby's legs. If the fates were on my side, he'd be sleeping in the 
nude. No such luck. | sighed and grabbed the elastic waistband on his boxers and started slipping them down. 
The pillow under his hips helped a lot in the process. 


| got them off and tossed them behind me. | pushed the sheets up again and was rewarded with Bobby's ass 


all laid out for me. | grinned again and got down on my stomach between his legs. | pushed his thighs apart as 
gently as | could and grabbed a firm hold of his hips. | took a deep breath and pressed my face into his ass. He 
squirmed a little in his sleep. | pushed my tongue out and started to lick him. 


He was shifting around and twitching. He probably thought it was a dream. | lapped at him and felt his entrance 
start to relax. | swirled my tongue around and it sounded like he moaned a little bit. | gave him three quick licks 


before | shoved my tongue inside of him. He was hot, and oh so tight. 


"Huh? Ohl" He jerked awake and | could feel him try to pull away from me. | tugged on his hips and pressed him 
into the mattress to hold him still as | worked my tongue deeper inside of him. 


"l-Ohhhhh..Oh, Rikkil" | felt him getting excited and suddenly he was thrusting his ass back into my face. He 
started moaning and panting and whimpering as | tongue-fucked him. He started screaming and bucking into my 
face. | tried to hold him still as | moved my tongue inside of him. | could hear CC. shrieking and | briefly 
contemplated moving us to the other bed just to be a douche bag, but decided it was too much effort. 


"Rikki! Oh, God, Rikkilll" | smiled into his ass and pulled his hips back until he was somewhat on his knees. Much 


better, and so much easier to deep-tongue him now. 


was sure Bret had heard us in the next room and was trying to outdo us, because C.C. was now howling with 
renewed vigor. No way was | gonna let Bret win this one. | fondled Bobby's balls and began twisting my tongue 
in obscene ways. Bobby could have deafened me with the scream he let out. 


mine. 


"Ready, baby?" | asked. | heard a muffled ‘Uh-huh’ as Bobby nodded into the pillow he was still clutching for 


dear life. 


"Okay, then," | said calmly as | shoved all the way into him. He screamed so loud | thought that at any minute 
the windows would shatter. Within a few seconds C.C. was screaming at a similar, but not quite as high, thank 
you very much, decibel level. But then he let out another series of screams louder than any of Bobby's had 
been. And had you asked me at that very moment, | could not be sure enough to tell you whether or not Bret 
was fucking C.C. with a table leg. 


| refocused on what | was doing as | started a brutal rhythm on Bobby, who was screaming and begging for it. 
| no longer cared about stupid Bret's unspoken challenge, and | didn't think he cared much about it either 
because | heard him begin to grunt and moan CC's name over and over. | bent down and kissed Bobby's 
shoulders and ran my fingers through his matted hair. | stretched enough to kiss him on the cheek and he 
smiled. All that mattered now was making him feel incredible, although I'm fairly certain | had been succeeding 


thus far. 


| reached under him and started tugging him in time to the flawless rhythm we had built. A bassist and a 


drummer. You couldn't build a better rhythm than us. He moaned loudly and whimpered some more. 
"You're beautiful, Bobby," | told him. 


"Oooohhhhhhh, Riiikkkiiiilil.." | smiled. | wasn't gonna last much longer. But | tried to maintain the rhythm. His 
legs were shaking and his hips were slumping. His thighs would give out on him at any moment. | wrapped my 
arm around his chest and hauled him upright. He moaned and bounced eagerly in my lap. | tugged his face to 
the side so | could kiss him. He returned the kiss with a whole lot of fervor. The pace was faster. He 
whimpered loudly. | jerked him harder. The thrusting was erratic. But the rhythm was still flawless. 


He stiffened against my chest and exploded all over my hand. He screamed my name and slumped back against 
me. | gave a few more weak thrusts before | emptied inside of him. | leaned against him as he leaned against 
me. Like how you have to balance the cards when you build a card house. We panted and caught our breath 


for a few minutes. 


| grabbed his hips and lifted him off of my lap, placing him down on the bed as gently as | could before | 
curled in behind him. He snuggled into me and | kissed him on the head. 


"Love..Rikki..” 


‘Love you too, babe," | told him. He sighed and promptly fell asleep. Everything was bizarrely quiet. | tightened 
my hold on his stomach and buried my face in his hair. | considered the bruises | would have tomorrow when | 


woke up if | slept here, but deemed them worth it. | closed my eyes and was out like a light. 


